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THE  WOMAN  AND .iTHE  SAGE 

BALEFUL  hollow   tree-besprent 
Where   wailing  willows   spake   their  woes, 
And  hardly  fell  the  sun  by  day, 
Or  moon  or  star  aft*  sunset  close. 

A    sunken  fountain   scent-embalmed 

Lay  low  and  slow  and  wondrous  sad, 

Where   lilies  dreamed,  and   gnat-wings  droned, 
And  bowering  trees  were  night  yclad. 

And    down   the   motionless   water   fell, 
And  down  and  down  the  glassy  way 

The   shadow  of  the   Sage  with  eyne 
Upcast  by  night,  and  down  by  day ; 

And  muttering,  muttering  hour  on  hour 
The  wisdom  from  behind  the  morn, 

He  smoothed  his  beard,  and  wrung  his  hands, 
And  groaned  in  reverie  forlorn. 

His  brow  was  pleached  with  many  a  line, 

The  mantle  aged  at  his  side ; 
And  'neath  his  feet  the  grass  out-curved, 

Grew  straight  and  strong,  bore  fruit,  and  died. 

And  still  he  sat,  and  still  he  spake, 
And  still  the  sun  went  to  and  fro  ; 

Nor  smiled  he  at  the  spring's  uprise, 
Nor  sighed  he  to  see  her  go. 

Then  through  the  shade  and  down  the  glade, 

Unto  the   fountain's   silvern  brim, 
A  child — as  'twere  an  elfin's  child — 

Came  leaping,  laughing  up  to  him. 


3h'e   held  a  flower.  Kke*  amethyst, 

And    the    leaves    were    greened    with    magic 

paint ; 
Deep  in  her  eyne  were  glooming  smiles, 

And  her  feet  did  stumble  not  nor  faint. 

An  elf,  a  lissome,  fabulous  elf, 

With  leagues  of  starlight  in  a  smile — 

"A  king-flower  of  the  world!"  quoth  she, 
And  'gan  the  ancient  to  beguile. 

She  drew  him  from  erosive  dreams, 
And  thoughts  and  arts  withouten  end, 

And  as  an  angel's  lutany 

Her  voice  did  through  the  twilight  wend. 

"A  child,  a  child!"  he  said,  and  smiled, 
"  With  heart  upon  a  fairy  flower ! 

There's  not  a  toy  in  all  the  world 
But  has  its  one  beloved  hour." 

He  held  his  thought,  she  held  her  flower, 
And  the  universe  lay  in  between : 

And  down  her  shadow  sank  with  his 
Into  the  fountain's  fixed  sheen. 

And  half  a  score  of  years  went  by, 

And  wanly  at  the  water's  edge 
Still  sat  the   Sage  with  furrowed   mien, 

And  gazed  into  the  lilied  sedge. 

Then  down  beneath  the  black-bud  ash, 
And  through  the  grasses  lush  and  long, 

They  came  who  had  drunk  of  ichor  wine, 
And  sung  the  planets'  morning  song. 
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They  stepped  beneath  the  wailful  boughs, 
And  up  the  winds  the  sunset  bare ; 

They   sought   unto   each  other's   eyne 
And  life  and  death  were  folden  there. 

The  witched  tarn  lay  at  their  feet, 

The    shimmering   bluebells   purpled   wide ; 

She  leaning  on  his  bosom  breathed : 

"The  kingliest  knight  had  ever  bride!" 

The   Sage  he   chuckled  pensively, 

And  smoothed  his  beard  and  raised  his  head, 
And  looking  down  the  bracken  aisle : 

"  How  is  the  flower  forgot!"  he  said. 

She  turned  to  him,  "  Eftsoons  it  died, 
But  I   have  got  me  a  lordlier  dower." 

"  A  child,  a  child!"  quoth  he  and  smiled, 
'*  With  heart  upon  a  lordlier  flower !  " 

Then  after  the  happy  summer  fled — 
A   yearly  night,   a  spring   anew — 

She  came  again,  she  came  alone, 
And  bare  an  infant  pale  as  dew. 

She  knelt  beside  the  Aged  Man, 
The  weary  babe  slept  deep  enow ; 

She  murmured  in  its  happy  dreams : 
"  Was  ever  infant  loved  as  thou !  " 

"  Say,   child,   how   is   thy   knight   forsook?  " — 
A  world  of  woe  did  shake  her  breast — 

'*  Now  nay,"  she  breathed,  "  a  child  no  more  ! 
He  loves  me  not,  who  loves  not  best." 
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He  looked  where  the  sullen  tarn 

Lay  low  and  slow  and  wondrous  sad  ; 

"  A  child,  a  child  !  "  said  he,  "  beguiled 
By  perishing  blossom  of  the  sod." 

And  yet  again  the  years  went  by, 

And  with  the  years  she  came  again, 

In  solemn  weed,  with  cypress  meed, 
A  spirit  crowned  with  kingly  pain. 

"  My  arms  are  empty,  lover  and  child 
Have  passed  beyond  love's  escalade." 

"  I  see  the  love-light  in  thine  eye, 
Oh  say  whereon  thy  heart  is  laid?  " 

"  I  found  a  voice  for  all  my  sorrow, 

A  song  that  bore  its  edge  away ; 
I  sing  it  in  the  lonely  places 

And  the  world  listens  day  by  day." 

The  stars  dripped  through  the  wreathen  boughs, 
Were  lights  upon  the  silent  tarn ; 

"  A  child,  a  child,  by  love  reviled  ! 

Nor  life,  nor  change,  nor  death  can  warn." 

Once  more,  and  never  after,  came 
The  mystic  footstep  down  the  night, 

She  paused  amid  the  lilied  sedge 
And  looked  unto  the  eremite. 

A  woman  now,  with  moonlight  brow, 
And  starlit  smiles  of  buried  woe : 

*'  I  loved  the  song  my  soul  had  chosen, 
I  loved  it,  loved  it  long  ago  ; 
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"  But  weary  grew  the  world  of  listening, 
The  world  was  drifting  from  my  side, 

And  weary,  weary  grew  the  soul  of  singing, 
And  soft  upon  my  heart  it  died." 

The  Sage  looked  up  from  all  his  dreams, 
His  thoughts  and  arts  withouten  end  ; 

"  Then  Love  and  thou  have  parted  ways  ; 
Thou  seest  whither  his  steps  bend.*' 

And  feebly  rose  he  to  his  feet, 

And  feebly  stretched  his  arm  for  aid ; 

'*  Now  nay,*'  she  breathed,  "  the  world  is  wide, 
And  in  my  heart  the  world  is  laid.*' 

And  twain  were  on  the  lighten  marge, 
And  twain  looked  down  the  mystic  tide  ; 

Three  shadows  in  the  water  lay — 
The  angel  at  the  woman's  side. 


REFLECTIONS 

HEN   fares  the  sun  from  his  resplen- 

dent  haii> 

As    hordes    of    guilty    phantoms    in 
strong  flight 

The  shadows,  and  the  twilight,  and  the  night 
Flee  hence,  that  where  his  golden  glance  shall 

fall 
Light,  glory,   splendour  beam  reciprocal ; 

He  sees  it  so  because  he  is  pure  light, 

And  where  we  look  even  to  the  infinite 
We  see  but  our  reflections  over  all. 
Do  I  find  good  in  you,  it  is  mine  own, 

Or  evil,  still  the  semblance  is  of  me, 
And  from  my  bosom  as  the  eternal  throne 

Go  forth  the  beauties  that  mine  eyes  do  see  ; 
There's  nought  in  all  the  world  I  dare  condemn. 
All  are  supreme  in  me,  and  I  in  them. 


THE  GARDEN  OF  MYSTERY 

lEHIND,  the  orange  sunset,  then  a  fall 

Of  windless  trees  that  no  breath  stirs, 
And  purpling  banks,  'neath  the  gold- 
cleaving  heads 

Of  strange  and  cabalistic  firs. 
A  shadowy  space  where  phantom  thickets  bear 

Exotic  buds,  and  in  white  domes 
A  pathway  of  pale  flowers  long  and  low 

Where  the  dumb  soul  of  wonder  roams. 
And   in  a  mazy  dance,   with   tossing  arms 

The  oriental  grasses  leap 
Against  the  deepening  west,  while  silken  winds 

The  threshold  of  the  twilight  keep. 
Strong  birds  with  breasts  aglow  skim  over  it, 

The  doves  sit  close  in  woven  bowers, 
While  night's  caressing  language  sinks  and  falls 

As  dew  in  the  deep-bosomed  flowers. 
All  in  the  nameless  purple,  star  on  star 

Flings  forth  its  tale  of  fire,  and  all 
The  legends  from  the  birth-song  of  the  world 

Pace  through  the  garden's  evenfall. 
Can  the  rose  learn?  or  the  winged  bird  declare? 

Have  the  star-hearts  been  bold  to  see 
The  Ever  and  the  Never  hovering  there 

I'  the  garden  ot  long  mystery? 
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AFTER  MANY  YEARS 

H  we  loved  each  other  blindly 

In  the  way  of  youth, 
For  the  light  of  our  illusions 
Did   out-glory   truth ; 


And  we  trod  again  the  Eden 

That  the  angels  know, 
When  we  found  the  land  where  only 

The  beloved  go. 

But  we  left  the  gold  doors  open 

And  the  world  came  in, 
And  they  crushed  the  flow'rs  forever 

Where  their  feet  could  win ; 

Till  you  missed  on  me  the  halo 

Of  the  May-day  gleam, 
And  I  looked  in  vain  to  find  me 

The  Knight  of  my  dream. 
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i. 

I   LOOKED  and  saw. 
And  the  world  was  weltering  in  blood, 
And  the  bulwarks  of  life  were  shaken, 
Crowns  fell,  and  hearts  were  broken — 

And  time  went  on. 
A  cry  clove  up  the  heavens, 
A   great  and  terrible  cry, 
And  they  laid  them  down  to  die 
Who  had  fought  with  the  stars  in  their  courses, 
And  held  back  the  seas  with  their  hands  ; 
Who  had  strained  their  eyes  in  the  midnight, 
And   their  lips  with  a  terrible  cry — 

They  laid  them  down  to  die. 
And   the  spring  came  forth  on  the  world, 
And  over  the  blood  was  the  hawthorn, 
And  low  on  the  grave  was  a  flow'r — 
A   foe  and  a  foe  nigh  sleeping 
With   between  them  only  a  flow'r. 
The  cry  was  weakened  with  tears, 
The  earth  was  sickened  with  blood, 
And  ever  the  sun  grew  warmer, 
And  the  birds'  song  covered  a  groan. 
And    I   turned   from   the   world   in   her   anguish 
With  my  heart  grown  weary  of  death. 
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II. 

I   looked  and  saw. 
And  the  heavens  were  over  the  earth, 

And  the  planets  and  orbs  were  coursing 

In  circles  of  infinite  space, 

Away   from  the   shaking  and  breaking 

And  shudd'ring  of  agony ; 
From  eternity  into  eternity, 
From  the  endless  past  to  the  endless  future, 
They   held  their  way. 

And  high  in  the  throbbing  arch 
Past  creeds  and  faiths   departed 

Swept  on  with  banner  and  song, 

With    triumph   and   desolation 

Upholding  the  spirit  of  man, 
A  company  wearing  the  saffron  robe, 

With  the  mystic  bowl  in  their  hands — 

And  a  light  went  forth  from  them. 

A  company  marching  along 

With   sword  and  fire  and  death, 

And   they  cried  :    "For  the  Faith  and  Allah  !"- 

And  a  light  went  forth  from  them. 

A  company  clomb  the  mountains, 

And  kindled  their  fire  with  eyes  upturned, 
And  looked  on  the  sun — 

And  a  light  went  forth  from  them. 
The  faiths  swept  by     ... 

A  little  they  paused  in  the  east 

And  they  crumbled  to  dust  and  ashes, 

And  their  light  went  forth  on  the  heavens 

In  a  great  and  mystical  Cross — 
The  light  of  the  faiths  and  the  souls  of  men 

Went   up  in  a  mystical   Cross. 
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III. 

I   covered  mine  eyes — 
Earth  was  too  terrible 
And  heaven  too  great  for  me. 
I   turned  from  the  chaos  without  me, 
The  awe  and  the  anguish  about  me, 
To   the   holy  of   holies   within — 

The  place  and  the  shrine  of  the  soul ; 
But  the  whole  of  the  wonder  of  heaven 
And  the  crime  of  the  world  was  there. 
The  altar  was  drenched  in  blood, 
The  lights  had  flickered  and  failed, 
And  the  sign  and  the  signet  of  faith 
Was  fallen  away  in  the  night. 
The  holy  vessels  were  perished, 
The  windows  were  darkened, 
And  the  inmost  shrine  of  the  soul 
Was  forsaken  and  desolate. 
To  the  woe  of  earth  and  the  awe  of  heaven, 
All  the  incense  I  offered 
Was  the  incense  of  tears. 


IV. 

I   looked   and   saw. 
A  lily  grown  in  the  night, 
And  its  sheath  was  white : 
Seven  flow'rs  were  on  the   stem 
And  some  that  were  yet  to  be, 
And  the  hearts  of  the  seven  were  golden — 

And  the  hearts  that  were  yet  to  be? 
They  were  golden,  too,   ah,  verily, 

They  were  all  golden  too ! 
And  clear  on  one  holy  petal 
Lay   the   universe   or  a  globe   of  dew. 

And   'neath   God's  Eye 
One  man  stretched  forth  for  a  crown, 
And  the  globe  was  red  with  blood  ; 
And  one  man  with  an  angel  mien 

Stood    steadfastly — 
And    the    blood    swept    round,    and    the    blood 

swept   over, 

But  he  stood  steadfastly. 
And   I  heard   God's   Voice : 
"  Poor  children,   they  forget. 
One  has  erred,  and  many  have  erred, 
And  there  is  more  dew  than  the  dew  in  a  flow'r 
And  the  sun  shall  reclaim  it  all." 
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ART 

HERE'S  poetry  beyond  the  pen  of  man 
Lies    sleeping    at    the    bosom    of    the 

morn, 

And  songs  at  the  world's  heart,  unsung,  un- 
born, 

And  silent  to  our  ears  since  time  began. 
The  rushing  winds  the  bardic  voice  foreran 
Uttering  supernal  poems,  and  the  lorn 
Deep-thundering,    world-old    sea    hath    over- 
borne 

The   epic   harmonies   by  Milton   won. 
We  worshippers  of  Beauty,  through  disguises 
Of  Death,  and  Penury,  and  Heart's  Decay, 
Still  struggle  onwards  in  the  great  campaign 
To  achieve  our  frail  creations  ;   then  arises 
The  infinite  Beauty  of  the  dying  day — 

We   lift  our  eyes,  and   know  our  work  is 
vain. 
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THE  LARK  AT  DAWN 

INGING  on  the  stairs  of  heaven 

With  the  red  clouds  gathering  round  thee, 
By  the  pulse  of  strong  bliss  driven 
From  the  bonds  that  one  time  bound  thee  ; 
I   adjure  thee  in  thy  heart-compelling  rapture 
Teach   my  soul  the  language   thy  joy  found 

thee  ! 
Wings   that  yearn  from  all   collision 

With  the  dying  world  to  sever, 
Raptured  strains  in  high  submission 

Singing  into  the  forever ; 
Bring   me   tidings   from   thy   antenatal   vision 

Whence  the  far-off  fountain  of  song's  river  ! 
With  the  dew  like  fire  upon  thee 
Up  the  crystal  sunrise  winging, 
Oh,  the  depths  thy  bliss  hath  won  thee, 

And  the  glory  round  thee  clinging ! 
Tell  me,  spirit,  whither  thy  song  goeth, 

And  the  end  of  singing,  singing,  singing.    .    . 
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IRREVOCABLE 

"  •     "  IFE    came    to    us — we    did    not    ask    to 
^  I    A  take    it; 

It     passes     on — in     vain     to     murmur 
"Why?  " 

There  is  a  space  betwixt  the  dawn  and  even 
To  cope  with  it,  to  triumph,  and  to  die. 

Each   soul   its  creed  has  and  its   aspirations, 
There  is  no  rigid  type  on  all  impressed, 

Who  nighest  to  the  light  of  his  ideals 
Uplifts  the  sordid  days — he  liveth  best. 

To  me  there  is  a  unity  and  kinship 
To  which  all  living  nature  corresponds, 

And  never  shines  the  sun,  but  as  a  harp-string 
Touched  deeply,  all  my  inner  life  responds  ; 

And   in  the   glory  of  perpetual  ardour 
Renewed,  refreshed,  each  day  is  victory ; 

And  should  I  fighting  fall,  I  ask  not  whither — 
Within  the  living  past  is  place  for  me. 


THE  GOD-MESSAGE  OF  THE 
POETS 

mHOU   hast  been  with  them  through  the 
lights   and   nights 
Of  days  agone  ;  thy  hand  had  power  to 

purple, 
As   'twere  for  crowned  kings,  their  dust-grown 

way, 
And    steep    the    meanest    weed    in    stars    from 

heaven. 

Thy  wings  have  beat  upon  the  chords  of  life 
And  waked  melodious  strains  from  times  o'er- 

past, 

Till  they  inbreathed  the  music  self-existent, 
Creationless,  and  indestructible 
In  thy  soul's  soul ;  'til  theme  and  time  and  vista 
Amid   thy   royalty  magnifical 
Did  stand  unnatured,  and  from  earth  to  heaven 
Was  not  a  worm,  feature  deformed,  or  cloud, 
Or   wrack   on   the   wave's   wash,   but   streamed 

triumphant 

Thy  glory  to  the  cornered  winds  of  earth. 
Oh,  had  the  lip  a  song,  the  tongue  a  voice, 
Or  were  the  heart  grown  great  enough  to  hold 
The  tongueless,  lipless  ocean  of  thy  might ! 
The  soul  is  ever  ready,  and  thy  call 
In  the  dusk  hours,  or  through  the  sun's  going 

down 

Can  bear  it  up — oh,  voiceless   mystery  1  — 
On  golden  wings  knit  from  thy  scattered  plumes, 
Through  seas  of  light  fallen  from  thy  sleepless 

eyes, 
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Till   the   earth  sinks,  and  through  the  aeons  of 

space 

It  scales  the  high  hills  of  eternity, 
One  note  in  the  great  chorus,  where  the  suns 
Unto  infinity  respond. 

But  so, 

As  the  spirit  waxes  and  goes  forth  in  flame, 
The  body — that  poor  medium — from  whose  white 
And  quivering  lips  the  great  thoughts  scarcely 

fall, 

That  channel  from   eternity  to  time, 
That    mouthpiece    of    the    gods — it    breaks  I    it 

breaks  ! 

The  courier  from  the  heavens  hath  fallen  down. 
The  tidings  hardly  uttered,  and  the  word 
Stifled  upon  his  heart.     The  gods'  behest 
Was  great  as  is  the  lightning  in  the  deeps ; 
Their  language  meteors  riven  from  the  night, 
Beyond  communication.     This  poor  reed, 
This   fragment  of  mortality,  hath  fallen, 
The   eternal  words   upon  him,  and  awhile 
A  struggling  syllable  of  divinity 
Dying  upon  his  lips.     So  is  the  crown 
Blood-stained,   the   viol   marred  with   tears !    so 

stand 

The  cypress  and  the  laurel  intertwined 
For  ever  and  for  ever  1      As  the  sword 
Of  Azrael,  so  is  the  message  given, 
And  he  who  holds  it  in  his  bosom,  bears 
The  asphodel   upon  his  living  brow. 


THE  YEARLY  MIRACLE 

V  I>VAUNT!  avauntl 

ITl      Vain  phantom  of  the  night  I 

Thy  latest  valediction 
Is  the  utmost  of  thy  might, 
For   through   the   world's   amaze 
The  great  prelusive  anthem  of  the  year 
Sweeps  down  the  nights  and  days. 

Phantasmal  care, 

Nursling  of  darkest  hours, 

The   weariness  of  living 

Is  the  measure  of  thy  powers  ; 

Yet  can  we  scorn  thy  ruth, 

For  as  we  gaze  into  the  heart  of  spring 

We  find  eternal  youth. 

The  year  is  new, 

O  wonderful  new  year  ! 

The   glory  of  past  summers, 

And  the  future's  light  are  here  ; 

Upon  the  hearts  of  men, 

And  the  bare  earth,  are  crownlets  of  fresh 

flow'rs 
And  hopes  new-wreathed  again. 

What  is't  to  us, 

Time's   mournfullest   decree? 

And  if  a  thousand  ages 

Usher  in  the  things  that  be? 

Still  can  the  heavens  impend, 

And  as  the  lark,  so  shall  the  soul  of  man 

From  age  to  age  ascend. 
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Life   leaves  its   grave, 

For  spring  can  call  it  thence, 

And  imaged  in  her  bosom 

She  holds   life's  recompense. 

In  this  her  vernal  hue, 

And  in  the  rapture  of  a  mystic  smile 

The  heart  of  earth  is  new. 


CHILDREN  AT  PLAY 

I  SAW  them  playing  at  the  door  of  life. 
And  the  threshold  it  was  paven 
With  the  light  from  the  sun's  haven, 
The    glitter    and    the    glimmer    of    the    aspen's 
silver  leaf. 

And   I  beheld  the  sparkle  in  the  eyes 
At  the  sun's   light  looking  only, 
While  the  shadows  faint  and  lonely 

Went   floating,   fading,   flitting  in   the  children's 
revelries. 

I  saw  them  playing  on  the  stairs  of  Fate, 
Echoes  crowding  through  the  portal, 
Laughter  from   the   spring  immortal 

In  dancing,  daring  music  o'er  the  passion-ways 
of   hate. 

I   heard  them  utter  wiser  things  than  Truth, 

Making  songs  of  meditation, 

And   the  joy  of  life's   creation, 
As  I   turned  away  and  left  them  in  the  light  of 
youth. 
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A  FRAGMENT 

BIT  by  me,  sweet,  and  let  me  clasp  your 
hand, 

And  feel  the  thrill  of  a  new  world  about 
me 

Which  you  alone  can  give  ;   thus  close  and  close, 
As  if  for  ever,  and  the  pulses'  throb — 
Mine  fevered,  yours  so  still — shall  beat  as  one  ; 
And  I  forget  the  inevitable  gulf 
That  set  you  high  as  ever  the  lark  beat 
Her  restless  wing — and  me  so  low  !    'Tis  strange 
That  all  my  mind  should  pant  for  utterance 
And  press  upon  the  bars  of  flesh  and  blood, 
Consume  itself  in  agony  when  comes 
The  fiery  exaltation  of  the  morn, 
And  the  intoxicating  tide  of  life 
At  the  last  ebb  of  spring ;   that  all  this  storm 
And  tumult  should  convulse  my  soul,  and  you, 
You  only  have  the  power  to  comfort  me  ; 
The  hand  to  lead  me  to  a  quiet  grove 
Where  the  birds'  song,  and  the  long  amber  sun- 
beams 

Teach  me  new  life,  frustrate  the  old, 
Hard,  obdurate  laws  that  bound  me — make  me 

live 

As  the  slight  things  of  earth,  that  can  be  glad. 
I   am  a  bird  tossed  in  the  glorious  heavens, 
A   quivering   leaf   upon  a  sun-bound   branch, 
Or  a  salt  wave  betopped  with  foaming  laughter 
Rolled  thundering  on  the  sand  ; — aye,  everything 
That  tingles  with  clear  life,  and  an  o'erflow 
Of  piercing  rapture. — So  I  look  to  you  ; 


O  life,  O  love,  where  art  thou?    what  is  this 
My  hand  clasps  wildly  in  the  deepening  glow 
Of   the  ^ white   moon?    What   is   this   thing?     A 

spray, 

A  cluster  of  pale  roses,  mocking  me 
In  its  pure  whiteness,  and  memorial  odours 
Of  things  gone  by.     What  are  you,  my  beloved, 
But  the  great  recollection  of  the  past, 
The  inaugural  halo  of  what  might  have  been? 
Nay,  but  I  will  forget  it ;    you  are  here, 
For  I  have  learned  me  to  be  comforted 
With  the  sweet  spirit.     'Tis  a  piteous  love, 
This  love  I  have  so  watered  with  my  tears, 
So  trained  it  up,  and  tended  it,  that  still 
Through  all  the  years  a  blossom  never  fails. 
But  'tis  this  love,  that  sweeping  o'er  my  senses 
As  a  rich  frankincense,  doth  raise  my  being 
Into  communion  with   things  infinite. 
Only  a  love  remembered,  and  a  hand 
Grown  spiritual  with  time,  but  steadfastly 
You  lead  me  on  into  those  silent  places 
Where  my  soul  lives 


DAWN 

IN  the  ecstatic  madness  of  the  first 
Clear     morning     beam,     in     the     heav'n- 

cleaving  kiss 

Of  floating  blooms   sun-nurtured   into   bliss, 
In  the  pure  glowing  morn,  I  breathe  as  erst 
Some   primal   wanderer   unvexed,   uncurst ; 
I  live !     I  live  !     I  feel  no  joy  but  this, 
I  count  not  what  the  world  hath  given  amiss, 
All  is  forgotten  in  the  day's  outburst. 

0  sun  upon  the  drifting  petal-rain — 

Frail   ships   that   bear   no   freightage   but   the 
gold 

Heart-piercing  morn — I   am  akin,  akin, 

1  feel  the  baptism  of  thy  glorious  pain ! 

Afar  the  citadels  of  hope  unfold : 

Ah !  part  their  passionate  doors  and  take 
me  in ! 


WHAT  IS  LIFE  ? 

*  VI  '   ROAD  whereon  we  climb  up  higher, 
JFjI      A  drama  where  we  cannot  choose  our 
^/r  part, 

A  glass  wherein  we  see  the  soul's  desire, 
But  never,  never  hold  it  to  the  heart. 

A   great  kaleidoscope  of  wonders 

Wherein  the  spacious  facts  of  life  revolve, 

A  mystery  whereon  the  world-soul  ponders 
And  never  yet  did  mind  of  man  resolve. 


ON  LOOKING  THROUGH  OLD 
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of  long  ago,  once  known  and  loved, 
The  past  hath  given  us  back  a  vanished 

day, 
And  ye  do  come  about  me  as  of  old 

With  genial  hand-clasp  from  the  far  away. 
Each   face   calls   up   a  thousand    memories 
Of  pains  and  pleasures  shared,  of  hopes  and 

schemes 

So  lightly  mused,  with  hearts  and  lips  that  now 
Have    journeyed    hence    beyond    life's    van- 

quished dreams. 
We  were  companions  when  the  rugged  road 

Lay  long  and  strong  before  us,  all  unknown  ; 
We  met  the  day  together,  ere  the  sun 

Had  scorched  us,  or  the  withering  winds  had 

blown. 
Ye  have  outstripped  me,  proved  the  latest  mile, 

I   follow  on,  yet  still  in  vacant  hours 
I  see  you  in  the  halo  of  the  youth, 

The  gladness  and  the  sadness  that  was  ours. 
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IDEAL  LOVE 

HE  flowers  love,  the  birds  love, 

And  the  bees  go  up  to  heav'n, 
I  have  no  love  to  comfort  me 
In  the  myst'ry  of  the  even. 

He  wooed  me,  he  won  me, 

At  the  first  call  of  the  day, 
But   all  of  life  between   us   lies, 

And  we  have  lost  the  way. 

He  sought  me,  he  found  me, 
In    arms    of   scatheless    gold — 

The  light  of  all  the  loves  gone  by 
His  knightly  glance  did  hold. 

I  saw  him,  I  knew  him, 

Was   moment  ne'er  so  sweet ! 

I   yearned  across  the  struggling  world, 
And   the   waves   brake   at   my   feet. 

Afar  off,  afar  off, 

On  the  seas'  remotest  shore, 
He  holds  his  stainless  banner  still, 

And   I   wait   forever   more. 
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THE  LAST  CALL 

HE  could  not  see  the  shadows  fall  and  flicker, 

The  red,  ripe  firelight  on  the  ashen  walls, 
She   looked   into   a  dawn  beyond   the   moun- 
tains 
Where  cannon  unto  deadly  cannon  calls. 

There  through  the  pallid  light  they  bore  him  bravely, 
There  slowly  o'er  the  ragged  ground  they  came, 

Where  the  lark  sang,  and  the  wild  din  was  lessened, 
Back  in  the  sod  they  laid  him  with  his  fame. 

And  hour  by  hour  into  life's  compensation 

The   flow'rs   would   cluster  where   the   grave   had 
been: 

To  her  the  vista  of  the  widening  future 

Was  vacant,  for  the  tears  that  swam  between. 
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YOUTH  OF  THE  POET 


"  l^J  E   sleeps   now  deeply,  deeply, 
^  i     9         And  the  world  knows  nought  ; 
Oh,  he  rests  undisturbed 

In    the    dawn-dream    caught. 
His  head  lies  on  the  by-gones, 

And  his  strong  closed  eyes 
Look  out  into  the  future 

And   its  pageantries. 
Now  let  the  earth  be  silent, 

And  the  first  bird  sing, 
Oh,   let   the   dawn  break   slowly 

Where  the   east   lights  cling  ; 
For  he  sees  things  eternal 

In  the  days  to  come, 
And  all  the  world  shall  witness 

Of  the  dream  now  dumb. 
He   looks   on   scattered  fragments 

And   discerns   the   whole, 
In  the  dust  of  flagging  footsteps 

He  foreknows  the  goal. 
Oh,  he  sleeps  undisturbed 

In  the  great  long  dream, 
He   rests   now   deeply,   deeply, 

Till    the    morning's   beam  : 
Lost  in  the  silver  silence 

He  receives  his  song, 
To  life  and  its  long  labour 

Shall  the  strains  belong  ! 
In  the  arms  of  things  immortal 

There  is   slumber  yet    .... 
Peace,   peace,    loud   world  —  he   wakens 

When  the  last  stars  set  ! 
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At  all  Booksellers 


The  Little  Books 
of  Georgian  Verse 


ON  THEIR  SCOPE  AND  QUALITY 

"  Here  is  a  brave  new  publishing  adventure  which  I  know 
will  take  your  fancy.  Mr.  Erskine  MacDonakl,  one  of  the 
most  alive  and  enterprising  of  our  younger  publishers,  has 
just  issued  the  first  volumes  in  a  series  of  'Little  Books  of 
Georgian  Verse,'  under  the  capable  editorship  of  Miss  S. 
Gertrude  Ford." — From  "  What  to  Read  "  in  The  Bookman. 

"  We  are  glad  to  welcome  a  new  endeavour  to  popularize 
the  work  of  present  day  poets.  The  editor  and  publisher  of 
this  definite  series  of  contemporary  verse  hope  that  by  judi- 
cious and  sympathetic  selection  of  the  volumes  the  confidence 
of  the  discriminating  public  interested  in  new  poetry  will  be 
gained;  that  'each  little  volume  of  authentic  promise  or 
distinctive  achievement  will  be  found  to  contain  something 
really  notable  and  precious  in  the  best  sense  of  the  term  .  .  . 
that  they  will  prove  that  new  verse  as  well  as  more  utilitarian 
books  can  be  published  successfully  at  a  low  price.'  It  is  all 
to  the  good  that  the  promoters  of  this  interesting  under- 
taking have  placed  before  themselves  so  definite  an  ideal ; 
and  they  may  be  sure  that  if,  as  they  think,  the  present 
generation  is  more  responsive  now  than  at  any  previous 
time  to  the  spirit  of  poetry,  the  enterprise  will  not  be 
allowed  to  fail."—  The  Bookseller. 

"It  is  a  bold  and  interesting  experiment  that  Mr.  Erskine 
MacDonakl  is  making  with  the  Georgian  series  of  daintily 
produced  volumes  ot  verse  by  writers  of  the  neo-Georgian 
era  ;  it  is  bold  because  there  is  a  tradition— it  has  been  re- 
futed again  and  again—that  '  poetry  doesn't  pay,'  a  saying 
which  is  paralleled  by  the  old  theatre  tag  that  'Shakespeare 
spells  bankruptcy.'  There  have,  fortunately  both  for  writers 
of  poetry  and  for  readers  thereof,  always  been  publishers 
who  have  flown  in  the  face  of  tradition,  and  have  proved  it 
wrong.  .  .  .  Now  Mr.  MacDonald  is  following  the  same 
admirable  course,  and  is,  in  slang  parlance,  going  even  one 
better  than  his  contemporaries,  and  producing  his  latest 
renderings  of  the  age  in  song  in  a  perfectly  tasteful  way  at 
the  price  of  a  shilling  a  volume.  Judging  by  the  first  four 
volumes  of  the  series  the  new  venture  assuredly  deserves 
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THE  LITTLE  BOOKS  OF  GEORGIAN  VERSE    :    CONTINUED 

success,  for  it  can  safely  be  said  that  in  the  matter  of  beauti- 
ful paper  and  type  and  neat  covers  the  publisher  has  done  his 
best  to  that  end.  The  general  editor  of  the  series  is  Miss  S. 
Gertrude  Ford,  who  may  be  warmly  congratulated  upon  the 
'  finds '  represented  in  the  first  quartet  of  her  poets.  These 
Little  Books  of  Georgian  Verse  are  all  so  good  that  they  should 
have  a  considerable  success  as'  small  greeting-gifts  on  birth- 
days and  other  occasions." — Daily  Telegraph. 


"  The  Little  Georgian  Books  of  a  publisher  who 
deserves  commendation." —  NEW  WITNESS 

MANX  SONG   AND  MAIDEN  SONG.     By  Mona  Douglas 

With  a  General  Introduction 
POEMS.    By  Lieut.  C.  A.  Macartney 
HEATHER   WAYS      By  Hylda  C.  Cole 
THE  FIELDS  OF   HEAVEN.       By  Nora  Tynan  O'Mahony 
ROAD  OF  LIFE.     By  lanthe  Jerrold 

DREAMS  o'  MINE.    By  G.  w.  Bullett 
ODDS  AND  ENDS.    By  Violet  Tweedale 
SONGS  OF  A  WANDERER.    By  E.H.K. 

BROOKDOWN.     By  Egbert  Sandford 

SONGS  OF  THE  .SUSSEX  DOWNS.  By  Peggy  Whitehouse 
NIGHT  VISIONS  AND  DAY  DREAMS.  By  John  A.  Bellchambers 
HILL  AND  HEATHER.  By  Mary  G.  Cherry 

Second  Series,  Fcp.  8vo. 
SONGS  FROM  CAMP  AND  COLLEGE.  By  Albert  A.  Cock  and 

John  Lodge 

FLEUR  DE  LYS.    Bv  Dyneley  Hussev 
THE  WOMAN  AND  THE  SAGE.    By  O.  A.  Joergens 
THE  CALL  OF  THE  MILES.    Bv  Leonard  Galletley 
THE  JOYOUS  JOURNEY.    By  G.  Duncan  Grey.  LL.D. 
DREAM  SONGS.     Hy  Kathleen  A .  Braimbridge 
THE  WHITE  ROADS.  By  R.  B.  Ince 

ADDITIONAL  VOLUMES  IN  PREPARATION 

TYPICAL  REVIEWS 

"Mrs.  O'Mahony  has  the  lyrical  gift.  She  has  a  delicate 
and  pure  vocabulary.  Her  sadness  is  not  so  insistent  but  it  is 
lightened  by  the  joy  before.  Before  the  war— that  strange 
time  in  which  it  seems  difficult  to  believe— the  world  might 
have  turned  its  deafened  ear  to  these  pure  harmonies.  Now 
that  the  world  is  discovering  it  has  a  soul  there  will  be  many 
glad  of  such  poetry  as  this,  absolutely  without  artifice, 
straight  from  the  heart,  country  songs.  There  is  hearts- 
ease, too,  woundwort  and  hearts-ease.  Not  one  of  these 
poems  but  could  be  understood  by  a  peasant  or  a  child,  and 
yet  they  might  touch  the  fount  of  tears  in  the  wisest,  the 
most  sophisticated." — The  New  Witness. 


TYPICAL      REVIEWS       :       CONTINUED 


"  The  Little  Books  of  Georgian  Verse  "  contain  in  each  case 
the  verses  of  a  single  writer,  deftly  chosen  from  among  the 
less  known  of  many  poets  by  Miss  Gertrude  Ford.  That 
choosing  is  a  good  work  and  well  worth  doing.  Although 
the  current  ready-made  opinion  is  to  the  contrary,  there  is 
very  much  real  poetry  written  to-day  that  does  not  become 
conspicuous,  as  there  is  also  very  much  verse,  in  no  sense 
poetry,  that  is  extremely  conspicuous  by  its  accordance 
with  one  or  other  of  the  fugitive  fashions.  Not  all  the  incon- 
spicuous poets  are  to  be  hoisted  up  from  among  the  dim 
multitude,  however,  and  the  'Little  Hooks'  are  intended 
to  find  those  that  should  be  The  choice  of  Mr.  Egbert 
Sandford  as  a  man  whose  best  should  thus  be  put  on  record 
justifies  itself.  .  .  .  His  quality  is  a  spiritual  fervour,  an 
imagination  which  grasps  the  figure  with  so  much  passion 
that  the  reader  fully  understands  how  ardently  he  possesses 
the  thing  figured.  .  .  .  Another  fine  example  of  the  fusion 
of  the  image  and  the  thing  signified — and  the  fusion  is  never 
perfect  without  the  fire  of  authentic  poetic  passion— is 
*  What  my  Isaiah  saith.'  ...  he  has  imagination  and  a 
fiery  sincerity,  and  his  best  work  is  therefore  sure  of  its 
place,  whether  many  eyes  or  few  see  it  there." — The  Tablet. 

MR.  GILBERT  THOMAS  in  The  Daily  Chronicle  says :  "  From 
a  spirit  eagerly  responsive  to  all  that  is  beautiful  and  tender 
his  song  springs  with  refreshing  clearness  and  spontaneity, 
and  with  a  never  failing  grace  of  technique.  In  especial, 
Mr.  Sandford  is  master  of  the  short  poem  and  the  short  line. 
....  Mr.  Sandford's  work  is  already  familiar  to  readers  of 
some  of  the  better-class  journals,  and  this  charming  little 
collection  of  his  poems  should  be  the  means  of  securing  for 
him  a  very  much  wider. audience.  He  is  entitled  to  an  authen- 
tic place  among  our  contemporary  poets,  and  may  he  sing 
on  !  For  his  singing  is  of  a  kind  of  which! a  sorrowful  world 
is  most  in  need." 


Blue  Wrappers  Is.  net  :   Canvas  Boards,  2s.  6d.  net. 

THE  DUNDEE  ADVERTISER  says:  "We  cannot 
welcome  too  warmly  the  quality  of  work  which  Mr. 
Hrskine  MacDonald  is  producing  in 

THE  XXTH  CENTURY 

POETRY    SERIES 

The  initial  volumes  are  now  ready. 

THE  PERILOUS  LIGHT.    By  EVA  GORE  BOOTH,  author 

of  The  Agate  Lamp.  The  One  and  the  Many,  etc. 
"The  pure  and  delicate  finish  which  marks  Miss  Gore-Booth's 
work  is  well  exemplified  once  more  in  these  dream-laden,  low- 
toned  songs."— TIMES. 

THE  FURTHER  GOAL.  By  GILBERT  THOMAS,  author  of 
The  Wayside  Altar,  The  Voice  and  Place,  etc.  With  an 
Introduction  by  Arthur  Waugh. 

"  Very  beautiful  poetry  by  one  of  the  most  thoughtful  of  our  young 
men  ....  a  poet  of  faith  and  courage  in  thought  and  great  sweet- 
ness and  tenderness  of  expression."— DUNDEE  ADVERTISER. 

THE  WIND  IN  THE  TEMPLE.    By  EDMUND  JOHN,  author 

of  The  Flute  of  Sardonyx. 

"  A  banquet  of  beauty The  superb  loveliness  of  these  stan- 
zas is  beyond  praise,  for  they  suggest  the  unutterable.  .  .  .  Seldom 
has  the  enchanting  beauty  of  good  thought  so  captivated  the  soul 
of  a  poet."— OCCULT  REVIEW. 

THE  YOUTH  OF  BEAUTY.  By  E.  CECIL  ROBERTS,  author 
of  Eyes  of  Youth,  etc.  With  an  Introduction  by  Dr.  Mac- 
millan. 

"Mr.  Roberts  is  one  of  our  sweet  singers.  His  fine  sense  of 
rhythm,  his  felicity  of  thought  are  very  exceptional.  He  is,  like 
Mr.  Gilbert  Thomas,  one  of  that  rare  band  of  Georgian  poets  who 
are  leading  the  reaction  against  gross  realism  and  extravagance  in 
verse."— DUNDEE  ADVERTISER. 

LAUGHS   AND   WHIFTS   OF   SONG.      By   THEODORE 

MAYNARD.    With  an  Introduction  by  G.  K.  Chesterton. 
"  Full  of  colour  and  imagery."— ATHEN^eu.M. 

THE  DAY  OF  BATTLE:   AN  EPIC  OF  THE  WAR.    By 

ARTHUR  THRUSH. 

"  Strong,  deep  and  tender  is  this  noble  poem.  The  spiritual  mean- 
ing of  war.  the  real  human  brotherhood  •which  can  so  incredibly 
consort  with  slaughter,  have  not  been  so  finely  and  subtly  dealt 
with  since  the  war-conflict  began."— MANCHESTER  CITY  NEWS. 


READY  SHORTLY 

HILLTOP  AND  SONG.    By  E.  F.  GILSON. 
SONGS  OF  PROTEST.    By  E.  L.  MITCHELL. 
POEMS.    By  RONALD  THIRLMERE. 

Other  volumes  in  preparation 


"  The  Poetry  Review  has  become  a  magazine  of  international 
eminence."— Literary  Digest. 

"  It  contains  a;ood  poetry  and  sound  criticism.  It  is  a  dignified 
publication,  with  no  insincerity  about  it.  It  is  perhaps  the  best 
critical  journal  of  the  kind,  for  it  stimulates  just  that  attention  to 
the  laws  of  literature  which  is  so  lacking  in  others."— Mr.  Alfred 
Noyes  in  an  interview. 


The  Poetry 
Review 

EDITED      BY      GALLOWAY      KYLE 


Published  bi-monthly,  Is.  net;  annual  postal  sub- 
scription to  any  part  of  the  world,  6s.  6d.  (free  to 
members  of  the  Poetry  Society). 

The  leading  Journal  devoted  to  Poetry  and  Poets 
(old  and  new)  and  the  cultivation  of  the  Imagination. 


"  Original  verse  of  much  distinction  and  literary  criticism  of 
high  quality  are  the  stable  contents  of  the  various  issues  of  the 
Poetry  Review.  .  .  .  Much  of  the  original  verse  has  been  contri- 
buted by  writers  who  are  now  in  khaki,  and  of  these  not  a  few 
should  be  sure  of  a  permanent  place  in  any  anthology  of  the  war. 
All  lovers  of  the  best  in  literature  will  find  their  tastes  admirably 
catered  for  in  the  Poetrv  Review."  —Daily  Graphic. 


Subscribe  through  your  bookseller,  or  send  order  and 
remittance  direct  to  the  Publisher. 

ERSKINE    MACDONALD 

Malory  House,  Featherstone  Buildings 

w.c. 


is  the  union  of  writers  and  readers  in  the  service  of 
fine  literature.  Enlist  in  either  capacity,  especially 
if  you  are  able  and  willing  to  join  in  practical  intro- 
ductory work. 

We  need  great  poets,  but  we  need  great  audiences  too. 
But  whether  active  participation  appeals  to  you  or 
not — as  a  lover  of  literature  it  must  do — ask  your 
bookseller  for  a  list  of 

THE  LITTLE  BOOKS  OF 
•    GEORGIAN  VERSE    • 

"A  brave   new  publishing  adventure." 

THE   XXTH    CENTURY 
•    POETRY  SERIES    • 

Is.  and  2s.  6d.  net. 

The  best  contemporary  work  finely  produced. 
The  original  editions  are  becoming  precious  : 

A  new  edition  (not  a  mere  reprint)  is  now  ready  of 
"  Brookdown,"  by  Egbert  Sandford. 

"  His  quality  is  a  spiritual  fervour  .  .  he  has  imagi- 
nation and  a  fiery  sincerity,  "writes  Mrs.  Meynell. 

"His  singing  is  of  the  kind  a  sorrowful  world  is 
most  in  need,"  declares  Mr.  Gilbert  Thomas  in 
the  Daily  Chronicle. 

THE  FIRST  EDITION  (to  be  identified  by  a  misprint 
on  the  title  page)  is  RAISED  IN  PRICE  TO  5s.  NET. 

ft  ALL  READERS  are  urged  to  assist  in  making  these  and 
^J^other  Erskine  Macdonald  publications  known,  and  to  send 
their  name  and  address  on  a  post  card  (for  a  personal  proposition 
of  great  interest  and  importance)  to 

ERSKINE   MACDONALD 

Malory  House,  Featherstone  Buildings,  w.c. 


THIS  BOOK  IS  DUE  ON  THE  LAST  DATE 
STAMPED  BELOW 


AN  INITIAL  FINE  OF  25  CENTS 

WILL  BE  ASSESSED  FOR  FAILURE  TO  RETURN 
THIS  BOOK  ON  THE  DATE  DUE.  THE  PENALTY 
WILL  INCREASE  TO  SO  CENTS  ON  THE  FOURTH 
DAY  AND  TO  $1.OO  ON  THE  SEVENTH  DAY 
OVERDUE. 
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